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ONE 


The new Director said: "I'm sure you have heard all 
the rumours, Veronica. I am the son of the Chairman 
of the Board; I have just retured to this country; 
and my first job for the Company is to take charge 
of this subsidiary.” 


"Yes, Mr Kirk,” his secretary said warily. 


"However, since you worked for my predecessor in 
this job, Veronica, you do not need rumour to tell 
you that this is no sinecure. This is, in fact, the 
least profitable subsidiary, and it is hoped that my 
new methods will make next year's accounts show a 
substantial profit.” His tone hardened. "I have to 
prove myself, and I have been set a difficult task. 
As I shall tell all the staff when I address them 
this afternoon, it will be a long hard fight to 
achieve success and I shall demand total commitment 
from everyone. As I shall not tell them, there will 
be casualties. They will either measure up or get 
out. In a depressed area such as this, unions and 
contracts of employment count for nothing, and there 
are many eager would-be workers to take the place 
of those who complacently thought they had a job for 
life.” 


"I see, sir. And you want me to convey to everyone 
the details which might not sound so good in your 
public address.” 


He nodded approvingly. "I think you are going to be 
very useful to me, Veronica.” 


TwO 


Veronica sighed. She was tired; she had been work- 
ing very hard. So had all the employees, new and 
old. Mr Kirk had undertaken his threatened purge. 
The workshy and the agitators found themselves 
drawing unemployment benefit, the new workers were 
keen to prove themselves and production had soared 
dramatically. In the office, the long-serving 
typists and clerks had been replaced. 


"School-leavers,” Mr Kirk had insisted. "I will not 
have anyone saying: ‘we didn’t do it that way at my 
last place’. You will be in charge of all clerical 
staff, Veronica and you will teach them how we do 
things here.” 


Taking her lead from her employer, Veronica had 
ruthlessly insisted on efficiency and several of the 
new intake had not lasted long. She now had a 
competent team of typists and clerks to back up the 
factory's increased output. Competent . . except one. 
Mr Kirk had forbidden her to dismiss the beautiful 
Lorraine, and this, in view of his commitment to his 
work, had surprised her. Still, they could afford to 
carry one passenger, and no doubt Lorraine was 
suitably grateful. 


THREE 
Lorraine was feeling far from grateful. Summoned to 
the Director’s office, she stood before his desk 
feeling uncomfortably nervous. She had taken most 
of the afternoon to produce one letter and even she 
had to admit that it was still not fit to sign. 


"This is your first job since leaving school, 
Lorraine?” 


"Yes, sir.” 

"Did you like being unemployed?” 

"No, sir.” 

"Why not?” 

"I never had enough money for anything.” 

"And now you have enough money. But you are not 
earning the salary, Lorraine. Your work is quite 
unsatisfactory.” 

"I'm sorry, sir - " 

"Take off your trousers.” 

She stared at hin. 


"I do not like having to repeat my orders, Lorraine.” 


Silently she obeyed. He surveyed the unalluring 
sight of tights and panties. 
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"In future, you will not wear trousers in the office, 
Lorraine. You will wear a skirt or dress and 
underneath that stockings and a suspender belt but 
no knickers. Do you understand?” 


"Yes, sir.” 
"T will inspect you tomorrow to make sure that you 


have obeyed my orders. Wow you may put on your 
trousers and go.” 


FOUR 
Moira was weeping. "But, sir, Veronica is pleased 
with my work!” 
"It is not Veronica who pays your salary.” He 


smiled but there was no kindness in his smile. "Did 
you find life on the dole so unpleasant, Moira?” 


"It's not that - sir, we've just got a mortgage!” 


"And without your salary, you and your husband would 
lose your home. So you must be very careful to keep 
your job, Moira.” 


"Oh, please, sir - " 
"Lift your skirt.” 
She gasped. "I can’t! My husband - ” 


"Do you really think that your husband would prefer 
to have the building society repossess your house?” 


She hesitated. Miserably and with head downcast, 
she raised her skirt. She was given the same orders 
regarding underwear, then allowed to leave the 
Director's office. Greatly relieved, Moira hurried 
away, but, with a sick feeling of fear, she realised 
that this was only a temporary reprieve and she 
must either risk losing her husband or face the 
certainty of losing her home. 


FIVE 


"It's the first car I've ever had in my life,” one of 
the typists said. "And I'll do anything to keep it.” 


"Me having a job has made things so much easier for 
my mother,” another girl said. "I've got three 
brothers and sisters still at school, and my father 
hopped it years ago.” 


"Oh yes, he’s got us all where he wants us,” Penelope 
said. "Money talks. All of us for our various 
reasons will sell ourselves to keep our jobs.” 


"But he hasn't done anything yet.” 


"Except make us wear these disgusting degrading 
clothes.” 


"Good job it's summer. But we’re going to be damn 
cold in winter.” 


"We'll be rid of him before then,” Penelope said with 
a confidence that she did not feel. 


"How? Wo-one would believe us. Even when something 
happens - ” 


"You mean when he gets around to fucking us.” 
Moira shuddered. "Oh, Penny, don’t say that!” 
"Face facts, Moira, it's going to happen. We could 
all scream rape, we might even get him put away, but 


we'd all lose our jobs - and that is just what we 
can’t afford to do. And that bastard knows it.” 


"We've got to think of something.” 
"We will," Penny assured her. 
"Before it’s too late,” Moira said. 


"I wonder if Veronica knows,” Penny was 
around desperately for ideas. 


"What good could she do?” 
"Well, she’s one of the bosses now.” 


"So she’s on his side." 


"No woman could be,” Penny said hopefully. 


worth a try. I'll talk to her tomorrow.” 


"She’s having a day off tomorrow." 


casting 


UTES 


"Oh well, on Friday then. We'll meet here again on 
Friday evening after work and I'll let you know 
what's happened. And if anyone gets any ideas, let 


me know.” 


SIx 


It was almost a week and Lorraine was becoming 
accustomed to the physical sensation of not wearing 
panties. The strangely unrestricted feeling that 
was in fact a complete restriction on her freedom 
because it was on the orders of a man. Her body 
had been made totally available to him, but, apart 
from the morning after Mr Kirk had issued his 
orders, he had seemed unaware of her presence all 
week. 


Lorraine would have found it impossible to put her 
feelings into words, to explain the tremors of 
excitement which flowed through her body whenever 
she thought of the man who had so casually enslaved 
her. The other girls were angry, resentful, terri- 
fied. Lorraine, too, was afraid, but it was a thril- 
ling fear. She re-lived, as she had done many times 
before, the morning after she had received those 
arrogant orders. 


Mr Kirk had sent for her. She stood before his 
desk, afraid in a different way this morning. She 
no longer feared dismissal, she feared the man who 
had absolute power over her body. Whenever he chose 
to use it. 


He ordered her to lift her skirt. She obeyed, rais- 
ing it high to her waist, revealing her nakedness 
and the black lacy suspenders holding her first-ever 
pair of seamed stockings. She did not dare raise 
her eyes to look at his face, but she moved her legs 
wider apart, exposing her sexual area. Vaguely 
recalling the boys at school giggling over a pin-up 
magazine they had acquired, she had carefully shaved 
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off her pubic hair. Its absence intensified her 
vulnerability, availability. 


"Why have you shaved?” 


She gasped. Had she done wrong? "I thought you'd 
like it, sir,’ she faltered. 


"I do. Keep it shaved, Lorraine. You may go." 


That had been almost a week ago. But now she had 
the perfect excuse for approaching him. The diffi- 
culty was that, in Veronica's absence, Penny was 
deputising for her and it was necessary to go past 
her desk to reach the Director's office. 


Lorraine worked in the general office, but she knew 
that there was an extension of the internal tele- 
phone system in the store-room, where she could not 
be overheard. 


"Sir, it’s Lorraine. I have to speak to you - some 
of the girls are plotting something.” 


"I will send for you in a quarter of an hour,” Mr 
Kirk said. 


His message came promptly in fifteen minutes. The 
other girls looked sympathetically at Lorraine. She 
could not have told them that she had no need of 
their sympathy. Heart pounding, she knocked on Mr 
Kirk's door and entered his office. 


"Penny is going to talk to Veronica when she gets 
back tomorrow. They don't think she knows, and 
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they’re going to try to get ber to do something to 
protect them.” 


"An unoriginal idea, but thank you for your warning, 
Lorraine. You will report to me when you have 
finished work this afternoon.” 


She met his gaze for the first time and blushed 
deeply. "Yes, sir.” 


Lorraine returned to her desk and quietly had 
hysterics. Her fellow-typists were solicitous, know- 
ing that their turn would come. Supposing I told 
them, Lorraine thought. They wouldn't understand 
and how could I explain when even I don’t under- 
stand. I'm not in love with him but I feel owned by 
him. I want to obey him, to serve him. I want to 
be used by him. If this is being kinky, I am! She 
laughed wildly and upset the cup of tea which Moira 
had brought for her. They took her to the staff 
rest-room to lie down. Alone there, Lorraine 
masturbated energetically, then lay quietly in the 
shaded room, fantasising about what Mr Kirk was 
going to do to her. 


11 
SEVEN 


"Remove your dress,” Mr Kirk commanded. Lorraine 
stepped out of her shoes and obeyed, almost ripping 
a seam in her haste. She then unhooked her 
brassiere and tossed it aside. Apart from the 
flimsy suspender belt and sheer nylon stockings, she 
was naked. A slave awaiting her master’s pleasure. 
The woman responded to the primeval instinct of 
submission to the dominant man. She had willingly 
surrendered; there was no longer any need to main- 
tain the ploy of threatened unemployment. Lorraine 
was Kirk's slave because it was her nature to be a 
slave and she recognised the man who was capable of 
being her Master. 


She moaned in ecstasy as he caressed her slim body. 
Then her eyes widened in fear as he picked up a 
long thin cane which had been lying on his desk, 
though Lorraine had not previously noticed it. 


"Please, sir, what have I done?” 


"This is not a punishment, Lorraine. I will whip you 
because it amuses me. Bend over the desk.” 


Quivering in fright, she positioned herself, and 
flinched as she felt the cool bamboo gently stroking 
across her bare bottom. And then the first stripe 
flamed across her unprotected flesh and she cried 
out in shock, pain, and, following the wave of pain, 
a thrill beyond anything she had ever known. With 
satisfaction, Kirk observed her expression. He could 
bring any woman to this, but it was rare to find one 
so unaffected by social conditioning that she would 
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so easily abandon the facade and acknowledge her 
true self. 


The second stroke was another moment of anguish 
followed by a throb of delight; after that, the pain 
and pleasure inextricably mingled as the naked girl 
clung to the desk, writhing and moaning and gasping 
in near-orgasmic raptures. 


For an inexperienced slave, it was a severe beating, 
but she did not beg for mercy. 


Eventually Kirk laid down the cane. "Stand up, 
Lorraine.” 


She stood, swaying, clinging to the desk. 
"Place yourself on the couch.” 


She lay with her legs wide apart, awaiting him as he 
swiftly undressed and came towards her. She could 
look at him now, no false modesty; the slave was 
smiling as her Master took her. Despite her 
inexperience, she responded instinctively to his 
deliberately rough, almost violent fucking. He did 
not try to be gentle. She was his slave, to be used 
by him in any way that he chose, and she fully 
understood her position. 


Kirk had taken the precaution of turning the key, 
and he had heard someone try the door whilst he was 
whipping his new slave. Having satisfied himself 
inside Lorraine, he dressed and opened the door. 
Veronica was sitting at her desk, sorting through 
some papers. 
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"Sorry to disturb you, sir,” she said. "I came in to 
make sure that everything was in order for the 
meeting tomorrow.” 


"Come in.” 


His secretary followed Kirk into his office, where 
Lorraine was beginning to put on her clothes. The 
red lines of the cane across her white buttocks 
showed clearly. 


"I think you should be aware of my method of dealing 
with unsatisfactory employees.” 


Veronica gazed in surprise and then smiled. "Yes, 
sir. I'm sure it will be very effective.” 


Lorraine, after a momentary embarrassment, stood 
still as Veronica examined the marks of punishment. 


"Since you felt it necessary to come in this evening, 
Veronica, I presume that Penny’s work has_ been 
inadequate today.” 


Veronica hesitated. "She has a lot to learn - yes, I 
think the treatment will do her good. I have a 
feeling that she might be somewhat militant.” 


Lorraine finished dressing and her Master gave her 
permission to leave. Then he poured drinks for 
himself and Veronica. 


"The top priority will always be company profit- 
ability. But I intend to enjoy my work and you 
could be of great assistance to me." 
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"I'll be delighted to help, sir.” 


"Yes, I think you will find it enjoyable. Have you 
ever handled a cane?” 


Veronica slowly shook her head. "No, not yet. I 
think I would like to try. Is it difficult to 
handle, sir?” 


"No. With a little practice, you will be quite 
competent to discipline the staff.” 


"It's funny, I’ve always been sort of intrigued by 
this - caning, I mean. I’ve read books and maga- 
zines. But I never dared try anything.” 


Kirk refilled their glasses. "I have found that it 
is the most effective way to ensure a _ loyal, 
obedient and hard-working staff.” 


"Do they really enjoy it, sir?” 


"Yes, although Lorraine is exceptional in her rapid 
adjustment to the situation. The discipline gives 
them security. There will be some weeping and 
protesting, which is quite amusing, and_ this 
rebellion fades before it becomes tedious.” 


"Have you ever known a girl who didn’t accept it 
eventually?” 


"Never. It is the natural way for most women, 
though nowadays they are brainwashed into denying 
their true role in life.” 


15 
EIGHT 


Penny tried to adopt a defiant attitude, but, dressed 
in the manner that Kirk had ordered, she was at a 
psychological disadvantage. Though her skirt con- 
cealed her shame, they both knew that she had not 
dared to disobey him. She stared in fascinated 
horror at the cane which had been lying on his desk. 
Kirk picked up the instrument and flexed it gently. 


"You will now begin to learn the old-fashioned 
methods of staff discipline. Litt your skirt and 
bend over the desk." 


She did not move. 


"If I have to hold you down, you will receive a more 
severe thrashing.” 


With a sob, Penny obeyed, positioning herself for 
punishment. Her buttocks were tightly clenched. 
Her Master probed between her thighs with the cane. 
"Get your legs apart. Wide!" 


Impelled by the first stinging thwack of the cane, 
she moved her legs, then, in an almost unconscious 
action, brought them together again as a hard stroke 
imprinted a red line on her flesh and drew a sob of 
pain from her tightly-closed mouth. 


She would not cry; she would not give him the satis- 
faction of hearing her beg for mercy. After the 
third stroke - though she was not able to count the 
number she had received - she was horrified to hear 
the door opening. She tried to rise, but another 
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slashing pain across her bottom made her cling 
immobile to the desk. 


"So this time we have a cry-baby,” Veronica observed 
mockingly. 


Penny tried to deny it, but the senior secretary's 
attitude had dashed her last hope of rescue and she 
could not restrain her tears. 


Kirk administered several more strokes, though he 
moderated the force of the blows; Penny must not 
become so hysterical with pain that she could not 
perform her next function. 


He seated himself at his desk and replaced the cane 
in a drawer. 


"Come here, Penny.” 


Weeping, she stood before him. Her throbbing bottom 
was no longer exposed, but even the touch of the 
skirt's light material on her bruised and swollen 
buttocks seemed to increase her pain. 


"Kneel down. Underneath the desk.” He unzipped his 
trousers. "Suck me.” 


Seizing her by the hair, he forced her mouth on to 
his penis, then thrust the organ deeper down her 
throat. She choked and spluttered, tried to ease her 
position so that her sore bottom was not pressing 
against the carpet, then gradually began to settle 
into a rhythm which she knew was pleasing to him, 
sliding her mouth up and down his cock, licking 
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intently. 


"Morning, Mr Kirk! Hope I’m not too early.” The 
cheerful voice of the new Factory Manager. 


"Not at all, Staples,” Kirk said affably. "We have a 
lot to get through.” 


Penny had frozen, but Kirk’s grasp on her hair 
forced her to continue. She tried to suck more 
gently. What would happen when he came? They 
would see her - the factory men now settling around 
the room would see her and know of her degradation. 


In her terror, she was unaware of what was being 
said at the meeting, but fortunately the men were 
absorbed in a technical description of proposed new 
plant when Penny felt the hot semen spurting down 
her throat, and Kirk's momentary distraction was not 
noticed. 


Penny crouched beneath the desk, trembling uncon- 
trollably, tears streaming soundlessly from her eyes. 
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NINE 


After the shock of her initiation into slavery, no 
woman before had continued to defy him. So Kirk 
was quite pleased to hear Lorraine's agitated tones 
on the intercom the following Monday: "Sir, please 
send for me quick! Penny's planning big trouble!” 


In Kirk’s office, Lorraine hastily disclosed that 
Penny had told her boyfriend of her humiliation at 
the hands of her boss, and the young man intended 
to waylay Kirk, usually the last to leave the office, 
in the carpark one evening. 


"He’s a martial arts expert, sir - brown belt, Penny 
said, and that’s quite high isn’t it?’ On her last 
occasion in this room, she had been trembling in 
fear of him; this time she was shivering and almost 
crying in fear for him. 


"Don’t worry, Lorraine, I'm quite experienced in the 
Dirty Tricks method of fighting, and that has the 
advantage of being less formalised.” 


Lorraine sniffed and did not look at all cheered. 


"Let Penny know that you have been summoned to my 
office this evening. You deserve a reward, Lorraine; 
also I should like to get this tiresome lad out of 
the way as soon as possible.” 


"Are you going to kill him, sir?” 
"No,” Kirk assured her. "Killing is an inefficient 


means of disposing of nuisances. There are more 
enjoyable methods.” 
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TEN 


Veronica was still at her desk when Lorraine 
reported to her Master. The rest of the office 
staff had gone home, though she knew that Penny and 
Kevin would be lurking in the area. But Lorraine 
had handed that problem to her Master; she could 
now put it out of her mind and concentrate on 
pleasing him. 


Kirk ordered her to strip and, as Lorraine was doing 
so, Veronica came into the roon. 


"This time I will have you caned by a woman, 
Lorraine.” 


"Yes, Master,” Lorraine said obediently, but she 
sounded disappointed. The memory of the glorious 
sting of her first physical punishment was still 
fresh in her mind and she doubted if a woman would 
be able to apply the cane in such an expert fashion. 


Naked, she stared at the older girl. The woman who 
was going to whip her. A short time ago, they had 
been two office-workers; now Lorraine would submit 
ta Veronica's cane. And it would amuse her Master. 


Veronica picked up the cane and swished it experi- 
mentally through the air. Lorraine felt a frisson of 
expectation at the thrilling sound and the sight of 
the smartly-dressed lady who was going to punish 
her. And the sight of her Master, leaning against a 
wall, watching the scene with interest. 


"Lorraine, position yourself for punishment,” 
Veronica ordered sharply. 
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Lorraine bent over the desk, presenting the pink 
orbs of her buttocks. The stripes of her first 
caning were still visible. 


It was a intoxicating sensation of power, Veronica 
realised. She had commanded the girl to prepare 
herself to receive corporal punishment; and Lorraine 
had obeyed. 


She looked at Kirk; he nodded encouragingly. 
Veronica took a deep breath and raised the cane. 


The sound of the bamboo contacting bare flesh was 
breath-taking. What could that girl be feeling now, 
as the pain surged through her body. How could she 
have given herself in this way to a man, to endure 
the torments and humiliations which it pleased him 
to inflict upon her. 


And it was pleasing her too, Veronica realised. To 
have this power over another human being, the power 
to create pain, pain which must be passively 
suffered by the slave who was not free to resist or 
to escape. She could not understand why Lorraine 
had given herself in slavery or how she had been 
taken, but the thrill of her dominance over the girl 
was causing an urgent yearning between Veronica's 
thighs, and she brought the cane swishing down 
again on the naked bottom which was passively 
awaiting further strokes. 


Veronica practised the flick of the wrist which she 
had been told would sting sufficiently to compensate 
for her lack of strength in applying the cane. 
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She saw the shocked looks of Brenda and Denise, and 
the bewilderment of the younger giris. Isabel 
stopped performing. 


Janet said: "We're going to lock you in the Punish- 
ment Room for tonight. There’s only one bed, but 
you'll have to manage. Untie Brenda and Denise.” 


She could only remember the Punishment’ Room being 
used once; to isolate a giri who had brought cocaine 
back to school, until her parents could coliect her 
and remove the dangerous influence from Miss 
Vernon's establishment. With its barred windows and 
locked door, it made an ideal prison. 


isabel, who had resumed her clothing before they had 
been marched upstairs, looked around the room, then 
Sat on the bed, "We'll jump them in the morning, 
first thing,” she said. "In the meantime, let's get 
some sieep. It's been a tiring day. As Head Girl, 
of course I'll have the bed. They've provided some 
extra blankets and pillows, so you’ll be quite com- 
fortable on the floor.” 


So she reasserted her authority after her extra- 
ordinary lapse. Her friends on the floor did not 
sieep well, but Isabel remained wakeful far longer. 
That evening she had had a glimpse of an aspect of 
her character which she had not previously suspected 
existed, and it puzzled and perturbed her. 
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Janet with her gun remained on guard in the corridor 
whilst another junior took in the prisoners’ break- 
fasts. Then the same girl carried in a bundle of 
clothing. 


"Your new uniforms,” Janet explained, standing in the 
doorway, keeping a careful distance from the three 
captives. "Regulation knickers, gymslips and socks. 
I'l] be back in half an hour. Anyone who hasn’t put 
them on will not be allowed to wear any clothes at 
all for the whole day.” 


isabel found that the coarseness of the knickers was 
physically stimulating, and the humiliation which 
they represented was even more piquant. The gymslip 
was tight and constricted her breasts. 


Denise and Brenda, complaining loudly, found the 
degrading garments preferable to the threat of 
nudity. isabel said nothing of her own feelings. 
How couid she ask them to understand when she did 
not understand herself? 
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SEVEN 


"No, I’m not going to rape the Prime Minister's 
daughter,” Derek said agitatedly. 


"But I want to see her humiliated! Please, Derek, I'm 
sure you’d enjoy it.” 


"Of course I would, but that’s not the point. Janet, 
you’ve got to be sensible. You might, just might, 
get away with this, as long as no-one lets off one 
of those guns. Isabel isn't going to broadcast her 
humiliation - though she’ll probably try to get 
revenge on you somehow.” 


"I've thought of that. If she touches any of us next 
term, some very interesting photographs get sent to 
the opposition newspapers, and she already knows 
about that.” 


"All right, you're very clever, Janet, but you must 
realise that it would be too dangerous for me to 
become involved. What you're doing may be techni- 
cally illegal, but I can’t see the authorities 
prosecuting, even if they found out. If I took part, 
it would be assault, rape, god knows what - they’d 
throw away the key!’ 


"All right,” Janet conceded reluctantly. "Will you do 
some shopping for me?” 


"What?" he asked warily. 


"Three pairs of handcuffs, and a big dildo.” 


BIGHT 
The handcuffs were extremely useful. Janet kept 
five of the keys - they were all the same - and 


entrusted the sixth to Gemma. She had always felt 
that rope was unreliable, though a couple of the 
girls were in the Guides and their knowledge of 
knot-tying had so far stood the test. 


Manacled, the three senior girls in their undersized 
and therefore mini gymslips, were paraded in the 
Second-Form common room. 


"As you realised yesterday,” Janet began, "the cane 
isn't really adequate. There are some birch-trees in 
the school grounds, so you are each going to be sent 
out, one by one, under supervision of course, to 
gather enough twigs to make a birch-rod. That’li 
really make your backsides smart!” she added glee- 
fully. "Your hands will be cuffed in front of you, 
to enable you to gather the twigs. But, just to make 
quite sure that you don’t try to run for it, you will 
be sent out naked.” 


Disregarding the protests, she instructed Gemma to 
release Isabel from her handcuffs, then ordered 
Isabel to strip. When she had done so, her hands 
were re-cuffed in front. Then Denise and Brenda 
were Similarly treated. 


Carefully carrying her automatic, Janet escorted 
Isabel out of doors. It felt very strange to be nude 
in the open air, pleasant in the warm spring sun- 
shine, but Isabel was too confused and worried by 
her own reactions to be capable of enjoying the new 
sensation. She did not fear the birching - in fact 
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she was intrigued by the thought - but this was all 
wrong, she should be hating it, planning escape. Not 
abandoning herself to these masochistic delights. 
It was "opting-out”. Disregarding her duties. She 
Shouldn’t allow a Second-Former to do this to her. 
Still less should she enjoy it. Was it merely a 
relief from responsibility - but she had never 
thought the cares of being Head Girl weighed too 
heavily upon her. She wished that she cbuld talk to 
Janet, but Janet was too immature to understand. 
What satisfaction was Janet deriving from this 
escapade? A childish revenge, was that all? 


She collected sufficient twigs and returned to the 
school. Denise was next despatched. 


The ends of the twigs were bound with string to 
make a handle. 


“Shouldn’t they be soaked in water?’ Gemma asked, 
vaguely recalling that she had read something about 
this in a Victorian book on crime and punishment. 


"They can be soaked for future use,” Isabel told her. 
"At the moment, they're supple enough - this is the 
best time of year to gather birch-rods, when the sap 
is rising.” She saw the surprised expressions and 
added hastily: "Even a Second-Former should know 
enough Botany to be aware of that.” 


Janet returned with Brenda, who had been the last to 
be sent out. Whilst Brenda was being shown how to 
tie her twigs together, Janet picked up Isabel’s 
birch and took a few practice swings. Smiling 
maliciously, she motioned Isabel to the desk. Naked 
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and handcuffed, the Head Girl bent over to receive 
her birching. 


The fiery sting of the rough rods with their angles 
and buds was breath-taking. Even though Janet found 
that the bulk of the birch induced air-resistance 
and made forceful application difficult, there was no 
doubt that it was having an effect on Isabel, and 
her gasping and wriggling terrified Denise and 
Brenda as they awaited their punishments. 


Janet laid down the birch. "Makes you feel sexy, 
doesn’t it?” 


Isabel was surprised that a thirteen-year-old should 
display such worldly knowledge. "Yes.” 


Janet unlocked Isabel's handcuffs. "Lie on your back 
on the table. Get your legs up.” She produced the 
big rubber diido which Derek had purchased, and 
plunged it deep into isabel’s cunt. It slid in 
easily; the birching had ensured that she was well 
+ lubricated. 


Isabel gave herself up completely to the ecstasy of 
the moment. Unmindful of her audience, she was 
helplessly controlled by Janet’s manipulation of the 
organ of delight. 


As all attention was concentrated on the naked girl 
writhing in orgasm, Gemma felt a hard hand close on 
her wrist and the automatic was expertly disengaged 
from her grasp. She screamed. 
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There were three men in the room, dressed in combat 
gear and carrying guns. One of them efficientiy 
collected the other automatic which Janet had left 
lying on a chair whilst she attended to Isabel. 


"So the stories about girls’ boarding-schools are 
not at all exaggerated,” one of the men remarked. In 
contrast to his sinister appearance, he had a 
pleasant, cultured voice. 


"Who are you?” Janet asked. 


bt haa 


The owners of the weaponry you borrowed.” 


"You’re a couple of days late if you were planning a 
kidnap,” Janet said. "All the rich girls have gone 
home for the holidays.” 


Linda tried to run out of the room. In the 
momentary confusion of her recapture, Gemma reieased 
the three seniors from their handcuffs and they 
appropriated raincoats from the selection hanging on 
pegs along one wall. 


Head Girl restored, Isabel said: "A couple of your 
weapons were borrowed, though we haven’t expended 
much ammunition. You’d better tell them where you 
hid the rest, Janet.” 

‘In the shed.” Two of the men accompanied her to 
retrieve them. The only one who had so far spoken, 
who appeared to be their leader, remained. 
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"No need to dress on our account,” he said to Isabel. 
"We shan't be staying to dinner.” 


"Oh, I was so hoping you would!" she replied. "I’m 
sure Cook can manage to set three extra places, and 
it would make such a change from the usual dinner- 
table conversation.” 


NOS 


He smiled. "Since you put it like that, Miss .. 7 


"Isabel Wainwright.” She spoke the name loudly 
enough for all the giris to hear and hoped that they 
would understand why she was not revealing her real 
surname. "You'd be as safe here as anywhere, unless 
you’re in a hurry.” 


"No. Actually we have a few days to spare.” 
"Then please accept our hospitality.” 


He asked about the domestic staff and was reassured 
that the two remaining servants would not question 
the appearance of the senior girls’ visitors. When 
his comrades returned with the weaponry, he said: 
"Ye'd better introduce ourselves. I’m Simon, this is 
Peter and this is Charles.” 


Whilst the newcomers held a low-voiced discussion, 
Simon apparently reassuring them of the good sense 
of his decision, Denise said: "Isabel, are you crazy?” 


"Probably, but what fun!” Isabel laughed. Then she 
said: "I'd better go and tell Mrs Bunn to revise her 
catering arrangements.” 


"I'll come with you,” Simon said. 
"I suppose you have to. But you really don’t need to 
worry. None of us are exactiy pro-Establishment. 
We were born into it, schooled in it, so naturally we 
rebel against it.” 


Mrs Bunn received the news with no surprise. "Don’t 
see why you shouidn’t have friends here, Miss. Not 
much of a holiday for you, Gear jie at school. 
Course I won't teil Miss Vernon.’ 


On the way back to rejoin the others, Simon asked: 
"Just what was going on when we so rudely interrup- 
ted?” 


Isabel told him briefly, de Sao 
wish I could have seen it all! 
of your birching?” 


"T don't understand - but it was the most exciting 
thing that ever happened to me. 


"Let me have a look at your bottom,” he said. 


She turned round and lifted the skirt of her coat. 
She felt his hands gently stroking her wealed 
buttocks, then probing between her thighs. ne 
turned her round and kissed her, whilst his fingers 
explored from the front. 


-) 


of 


"What are you fighting for 
eventually released her. 


she asxed wien he 
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"They all say that.” 


"Yes. But some of us mean it. We'd better get back 
to the others.” 


In a routine check of the building, Feter had found 
some bottles of wine in Miss Vernon's private store. 
Dinner was a convivial meal, though the juniors 
sulked because the Head Girl had decreed that they 
should not be allowed aicohol. 

"Since we unfortunately missed most of this 
afternoon's show,’ Simon observed, "we should like to 
see a demonstration of the Bircham Academy's 
principles. And I’m sure you'd like revenge, Isabel, 
Denise and Brenda.” 


"We can’t do it straight after dinner, they'd throw 
up,” Denise pointed out practically. 


"We can lock them in the Punishment Room for a few 
hours,” Isabel suggested. She smiled maliciously at 
Janet. "Give them time to think about it.” 


"I’ve still got those photographs.” Janet played her 
last trump. 


"Oh no, you haven’t. The whole school was searched 
this afternoon, remember?” 


Isabel led the way to the Punishment Room, whilst 
Peter and Charles escorted the cowed and frightened 
juniors. Finding herself and Denise left alone with 
the ringleader of the terrorists, Brenda eventually 
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plucked up the courage to ask nervously: "Are you 
leaving tomorrow?” 


*"Possibly.” His smile was not as charming as 
before, and seemed mocking. "But we intend to make 
sure that you remember this disruption to your shel- 
tered lives.” 


"It’s not our fault that our parents are rich!” 
"No. You can’t help being rich and privileged.” 


isabel, with the two men, was re-entering the room. 
Simon's harsh tones caused her to stare in surprise. 


"For once, your money can buy you nothing. rt 
cannot protect you. You, who have always been care- 
fully shielded from real life - do you know that, 


even today, in this so-called Welfare State, there 
are women forced to sell their bodies to buy food 
and shelter? No, you didn’t know, and you didn’t 
care. But tonight you will experience a little of 
what those women feel. Tonight you will be as 
abused as any whore in the streets of London. And 
it will be a lesson you will never forget.” 


He gripped Isabel's wrist and hurried her upstairs. 
Behind her, she heard Denise and Brenda making faint 
and frightened protests as they were similarly 
dragged to their bedrooms. 


As Simon slammed the bedroom door, Isabel unzipped 
and stepped out of the glamorous evening dress 
which she had worn. 
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"Getting ideas above your station?” she chalienged 
him. "You could never afford a rich bitch - show me 


what you do to those whores - ” 


He seized her by the hair and forced her to her 


knees, thrusting his penis into her mouth. She 
choked and spluttered as the large organ penetrated 
to her throat. He withdrew slightly and she 


relaxed, then began to move in harmony with hin, 
luxuriating in the now-familiar sensation of utter 
helplessness. 


Eventually he iet go of her hair, lifted her on to 
the bed and spread her legs wide. "Rich bitch or 
street-walker, there's no difference .. ” She 
screamed as the painful assault of his cock 
stretched her already tender cunt which had been 
ravished once that day by Janet’s rubber dildo. 


He slapped her face. "Shut up, or I'll gag you!” It 
was simply an excuse to hit her; there was no 
necessity for silence. In fact he enjoyed hearing 
-her cries of mingled pain and delight. Suddenly his 
lunging ceased and he collapsed on top of her; for a 
few moments of orgasm, the tyrant was helpless. 


They were both perspiring and breathing heavily. 
Then he withdrew from her. “Lick me,” he commanded, 
as he squatted over her face. She obeyed eagerly. 


Re relaxed with a sigh. "Yes, a very enthusiastic 
whore. I'll teach you a few more tricks tomorrow.” 
He sat up as if remembering something. "I'll have 
to handcuff you to the bed before we go to sleep.” 
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"I wish you could trust me,” she said. “But I like 
to be in bondage to you.” 


"Go to sleep,” he said when he had shackled her. 
"And dream of thrashing the little girls tomorrow. 
Get them excited and wet and ready for hot cock up 
their cunts.” 


Isabel smiled. "They’re probably virgins. I hope it 
hurts them.” 


"We'll make it hurt,” he promised, and fell asleep. 
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NINE 


Denise and Brenda were pale and tearful. The junior 
girls looked as if they had slept very little. Only 
Isabel was smiling as she said: "We forgot to soak 
the birch-rads. But they should still be flexible 
enough, it’s less than twenty-four hours since they 
were gathered.” 


Linda burst into tears. Simon slapped her; he 
enjoyed hitting giris. "Save that howling until 
you're birched.” She sobbed miserably. 


"You will all strip naked,” Simon ordered the junior 
girls. They did not dare protest, and silently began 
undressing. Simon looked at the three older giris. 
"I think we’ll have you stripped as well. Clothes 
will get in the way while you’re swinging the birch.” 


Since Isabel was wearing her usual suspender belt 
and stockings, he allowed her to retain those, 
although she had to remove her bra and panties. 
Denise and Brenda were nude. 


The first girl was bent over the desk. sabel took 
up the birch and approached. 


The first stroke left a striated pattern of red 
marks across the girl’s white bottom. Isabel 
frowned; the birch was unexpectedly difficult to use 
and she was sure that the victim’s wails were more 
fright than hurt. She raised the birch again and 
tried to strike harder. 


Simon impatiently took the birch from her. Applied 
with his superior strength, it rapidly drew blood. 
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Peter was holding the girl by the arms, otherwise 
she could not have remained in position. 


The blood seemed to excite Simon. Whilst the girl 
was still bent over the desk, he unzipped his 
trousers and ravished her from behind. Then he 
made her lick the blood of her violation from his 
penis. 


"Put the second one over the desk. Denise, pick up 
the birch.” 


"I can’t!" 

"lll prepare her for you,’ Isabel offered eagerly, 
She swung the birch again and was delighted to find 
that, on the second stroke, she too had drawn blood. 
This time Freter took over; the next was Charies’s 
turn. Preoccupied with their activities, no-one saw 
a horrified face at the window. Derek had been ner- 
vously checking the current situation at the school. 
He crept away and, once round the corner, began to 
run. 


As the men rested after having dealt with the first 
three, Isabel smiled at Janet, who had not yet been 
birched and raped. 

"Are you sorry now?” she asked softly. 


"You bitch!" Janet spat at her. 


"Oh, we're screwing for the revolution now, Janet." 
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"If this is the revolution, I’m glad I'm 
establishment!” Janet turned to Simon. "Her real 
name is Whitaker.” 


He frowned. “Any relation to the Whitaker who’s just 
been nominated as party leader - 7" 


"Ny father. Sorry I didn’t tell you yesterday. I 
wasn't sure then. Now I know - I want to join you. 
I could be very useful.” 


"Oh, you certainly could,” Simon agreed. "We'll 
discuss it later. At the moment, we have more 
urgent business. Three little cunts who haven’t yet 
felt a revolutionary prick. Get the next one over 
the desk, Isabel, would you like to warm her up?” 


The birch was excruciating agony and the fucking far 
more violently painful than Derek’s gentle approach. 
Gemma did not know which of the men had used her. 
When released, she crawled into a corner and sobbed. 


Linda was hysterical. Simon hit her again and she 
fell backwards. There was a sharp crack as her 
head contacted the edge of the desk. Peter 
investigated. "‘She’s dead,” he said caimly. 


"What a nuisance,” Simon remarked. "Well, I can’t 
deprive you of your second piece of tail, Peter. 
We'll both have to fuck Janet.” 


Isabel watched in delight. This was the first time 
she had ever seen Janet cry. The vicious birching 
and the men’s violent usage had finally broken the 
stubborn Second-Former. 
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Brenda was dressed and, trying to restrain her 
trembling, she went, escorted by Charles, to bring 
coffee. She was serving the refreshments when there 
was the unexpected sound of motor vehicles in the 
drive. Simon peered cautiously out of the window. 
Then they heard the resonance of a police 
loudspeaker. As usual, no-one could distinguish the 
words, but the meaning was obvious. 
’ 
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Deadlock. A hostage situation. And she was the 
prime hostage. isabel frowned thoughtfully. With 
her co-operation, they could probably get away. And 
Simon was the most marvellous fuck she’d ever had. 
But... the life of a revolutionary was not really 
giamorous. Dirty and dangerous. Far less exciting 
than being the daughter of the Prime Minister. 


The three men were seated near the telephone, 
waiting to hear that their demands for transport had 
been agreed by the Prime Minister. 


"They'll be hours yet,” she said. "Have you ever 
known this government make up its mind in a hurry? 
Simon, can you spare me a few minutes? After all, 
it'll probably be the last time we see a real bed 
for ages,” 


Charlies grinned. "Go on, we’ll let you know as soon 
as the call comes through.” 


ELEVEN 
Naked, she iay on the bed and smiled up at him. 


"Your third fuck so far today, Simon - and I'll make 
sure it’s the best. 1 think I'd make a good whore - 


ya 


i know how to please you, don’t I?” 


“Stop talking," he said, as he undressed and stood 
over her. 

"Then give me something to shut me up.” She opened 
her mouth panera ee 


She wanted him to come in her mouth because, that 
wey, he cid not completely immobilise her beneath 
the weight of his body when he collapsed in orgasm. 
She concentrated desperately on stimulating his 
cock, sucking vigorously, coiling her tongue up and 
down the membrane on the underside of his penis, to 
the smooth rounded tip 


his had to be verfectiy timed. She wovid get no 
ns ; 


The grunts and moans which she recognised; she had 
} j hree times before, the first time on 
nerseil iast night. He was about to come. 


y ~ she restrained herself. As if some 
Sixth sense had warned her, for some reason ‘ther 
i I r esitation. 


Anc now .. thie iime he really was in the throes of 
orgasm. her hand snaked out and seized the gun 
which he had carefully placed on the bedside tabie. 
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One of the detectives wio guarded her 
taught ber about guns and other things. 
off the safety catch ana pulled the tri 
never heard the shot which killed hin. 
mocking and unoriginal remark: "What « way 


be. 


Hearing the shot, tne police burst in. 

Peter were mown down in crossfire which aiso 

wounced two of the girls. 

Two officers kicked open the bedroom door. The nude 
1 still iving on the bed smiled up a= them 65 she 

anded over the heavy automatic. She 5 

father the Frime Minister will be very >roud 3 
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